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STELLA: They're not worn now.

MAURICE: I say, you haven't got a glass, have you?

STELLA: My angel, how do you Imagine I apply lipstick to

my ruby lips?   [She takes a little glass out of her bag and

hands // to hiffi.~\
MAURICE: [Laughmg at him'selj\] For an intrepid aviator I

look rather tear-staineds if I may say so.   [He wipes his

eyes with the handkerchief^
STELLA: Let me powder your nose. You can't think what a

comfort it is after you've been upset.
MAURICE: Go on with you. You can give me a whisky and

soda if you like.

STELLA: All right. But I'll powder mine.
MAURICE: I feel like a house on fire now.

STELLA: I wish someone would explain how it is that a dab
of powder can in the twinkling of an eye reduce a
woman's nose from an unwieldy lump to a dear little
thing that no one can deny is her best feature.

MAURICE: These are the miracles of science that we read

about.

STELLA: Now I'll get you your whisky and soda.
MAURICE: Here's Colin. I'll have a glass of bubbly instead.

[COLIN comes in with a tray on which are glasses, icey and a
bottle of champagne.

COLIN: I'm afraid I've been a devil of a time.

MAURICE: I knew you couldn't be trusted in the cellar by

yourself. We were just going to send a search party after

you.
COLIN: Well, first I couldn't find anything to break the ice

with and then I couldn't find the nippers to cut the wire.

And then I thought I might as well put the car away. I

didn't want to leave it outside all night.
MAURICE: Meanwhile Stella is famishing.